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world for those of us who come from the south*
We will stop the car at the top of the hill which
leads down into the village of Lake, get out and
stand by the roadside, and look at the view: a view
such as men carry away in their hearts, to think of
once again when England is a thousand odd miles
away*
Between the trunks of dark trees, growing up
from a steep slope which sinks to the level of the
river, is a sight which causes us to catch our
breath* Below, on the narrow river-bank, are a
few thatched and half-timbered cottages, which
have tiny gardens where the hollyhock vies with
the lupin and larkspur, and all but hides the rich,
dark loam* The river, at this point, takes a sharp
bend away from us, and, edged with reeds and rich
grasses, runs a straight course for some little dis-
tance to where two rows of graceful poplars line
the banks* The water is placid, and on its surface
is mirrored all the loveliness which surrounds it*
Beyond the river are meadows, stretching away
into the middle distance, and their knee-deep, rich
grasses are so bespangled with buttercups and
marigolds as to make you think that the sun has
decided to linger in this Arcadian spot*
Beyond the meadows, the hillsides of the
valley are covered with dark-green trees* and half
buried among them is a large, mellowed house from